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Hope 

Xim  Hecker 

Life  is  a  narrow  vale 
between  the  cold  and  barren 
peaks  of  two  eternities. 

We  strive  in  vain  to  look 
beyond  the  heights. 

We  cry  aloud-and  the  only  answer 
is  the  echo  of  our  cry. 

from  the  silent  lips  of  the  dead 
there  comes  no  word. 


But,  in  the  night  of  death, 
hope  sees  a  star, 
and  listening  love  can  hear 
the  rustling  of  a  wing. 


The  Fascinating 
Game  of  Probability 
and  Chance 
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Fascinating  Game 

L  ollage 


Lucas  Situentes 


A  Good  Man 

Jake  Vidovich 


I’m  grinding  my  teeth 

till  the  roots  bleed 

and  the  gums  run  dry 

it  will  only  be  a  couple  of  weeks 

before  a  good  man  loses  himself 

so  keep  running 

don’t  stop 

keep  running 

never  stop 

I’m  clenching  my  fist 

smashing  it  against  the  wall 

till  I  see  my  bones 

it  will  only  be  a  matter  of  time 

before  a  lost  man  cries  for  help 

so  keep  shaking 

don’t  stop 

keep  shaking 

never  stop 

When  will  all  this  noise  stop 
a  clear  conscious  is  all  I  need 
so  I  can  finally  breath 
when  will  time  catch  up  to  me 
because  I’m  feeling  its  effects 
and  I’m  having  a  hard  time  with  it 

I’ve  got  the  wheel 

and  intoxicated  senses 

till  I  can’t  control  this  car  no  more 

because  its  only  a  few  hours 

before  they  pull  the  plug  on  a  broken  man  so  stop  breathing  just  stop  stop  breathing  just  stop 
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Caress 

Taylor  Bowen 

While  the  wild  flowers 
Bloom  with  a 
Divertive  nature 

And  the  sun 
Shines 

Like  there’s  no  tomorrow 

And  the  grass 

As  green  as  green  gets 

Beautiful 

Gorgeous 

Lavishing 

And  the  waves 
Hit  the  sand 
With  the  soft  touch 
Of  gentleness 
Forgetting 

That  they  can  be  treacherous 

And  the  birds 
Sing  with  all  their  hearts 
Forgetting  it  could 
Rain 

at  any  minute 

and  dampen  their  feathers 

And  then  the  rain, 

oh,  the  rain 

The  rain  falls 

with  a  soft  subtleness, 

delicate 

in  its  own  way 

Creating 

Demolishing 

The  rain, 
like  crystals 
Trying  to  find 
The  end  of  the  storm 
So  the  sun 
Could  once  again 
Shine  with  the  radiance 
Of  a  million  smiles, 

A  million  hearts, 

Crying  out 
For  love, 

And  tenderness 
Gentleness 
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Which  leads  us  back 
To  the  beginning, 

Where  the  first  touch  of  life, 
Caresses  your  face 
Through  her  fingertips, 
her  soul 

Touching  yours, 

A  million  words, 

Lost  in  her  eyes. 


Hawaii  Flower 

Megan  inserra 
lJhotograpn 
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Pink  Gloves 

Ericka  Wellner 

What  do  I  do  with  my  hands?  I  don’t  know  what  to  do  with  my  hands.  I  shift  my  weight  again, 
left  to  right.  My  lap,  that’s  where  I’ll  put  them,  I’ll  put  my  hands  in  my  lap. 

I  watch  as  white  foam  starts  to  collect  in  the  corners  of  thin  lips  on  a  pale  face.  I’m  watching 
as  he  slowly  opens  his  mouth  then  slowly  closes  it,  then  opens  again  then  closes  again.  His  mouth 
is  mute;  none  of  it  I  hear.  He’s  a  tall  ghost  of  a  man.  Dressed  in  black  with  hint  of  white  peaking 
out  at  his  collar,  he  looks  dry;  he  looks  experienced.  I  assume  he’s  saying  something  about  God 
welcoming  D.J.  home.  D.J.  was  atheistic.  I  looked  up  atheistic-it  means  rejecting  any  belief  in  gods. 
D.J.  didn’t  believe  in  God  and  now  is  being  put  to  rest  by  a  minister  preaching  His  word. 

I  cross  my  arms,  shift  right  to  left,  and  cross  my  arms  again. 

D.J.  was  20  when  he  died.  I  don’t  know  what  his  death  certificate  officially  says  but  it  should 
read  something  like:  “death  due  to  overdose,”  or  what  I  like  better,  “death  due  to  being  a  fucking 
idiot.”  You  know  what  happens  when  someone  overdoses?  It  isn’t  like  Pulp  Fiction;  don’t  believe 
what  you  see.  When  diacetylmorphine,  diamorphine  (a.k.a.  heroin)  is  intravenously  injected,  it 
crosses  the  blood-brain  barrier,  converts  to  morphine,  binds  to  opioid  receptors,  then  induces  an 
intense  euphoria  along  with  decreased  pain  perception. 

This  all  takes  about  30  seconds. 

Then  this  is  how  they  die,  addicts.  This  is  how  addicts  die.  First,  respiratory  failure-they  stop 
breathing  and  their  brain  turns  to  mush.  Then  cardiac  failure-their  hearts  stop  beating.  Then  they 
die.  That  is  how  an  addict  dies,  in  that  order:  no  oxygen,  no  brain,  no  heart,  no  addict.  And  guess 
how  long  this  all  takes-minutes,  hours,  or  in  the  case  of  my  brother,  a  walk  from  a  Walgreen’s 
bathroom  down  a  Walgreen’s  aisle.  That  is  what  happens.  That  is  what  happened  to  him.  That  is 
how  he  died.  But  this  isn’t  about  him,  this  is  about  me. 

I  wonder  what  the  minister  is  feeling  right  now.  I  wonder  how  many  funeral  services  he  had  to 
give  before  he  turned  numb  to  it  all.  Before  it  all  turned  into,  “just  another  day  at  the  office.”  His 
voice  changes  inflection,  like  he’s  trying  to  care,  like  he  is  trying  to  show  some  kind  of  emotion.  I 
don’t  buy  it.  Who  does  this  make  feel  better?  I  don’t  feel  any  better.  I  know  D.J.  doesn’t  feel  any 
better.  I  can  hear  sniffles  and  sobs  in  the  room.  This  isn’t  making  anyone  feel  better. 

I  uncross  my  arms,  shift  left  to  right  and  place  my  hands  back  in  my  lap. 

The  room  is  silent.  I’m  surrounded  by  bad  perfume  and  tacky  furniture.  This  is  what  I’m 
thinking  about  furniture:  stiff,  bland,  rose  colored  furniture.  I  feel  lost  in  the  world’s  slowest  silent 
film.  Is  this  what  death  is  like,  a  silent  movie  in  slow  motion?  Does  your  life  flash  before  your  eyes 
in  the  same  kind  of  silent  film.  I  wonder  if  I  was  in  D.J.’s  silent  film? 

I  shift  my  weight  right  to  left  and  intertwine  my  fingers. 

I’m  just  sitting.  I’m  just  waiting.  D.J.  is  in  front  of  me,  doing  the  same.  Just  sitting,  just  waiting. 

I  don’t  know  how  long  this  is  all  going  to  last,  but  at  some  point  I  will  have  to  cry.  At  some  point 
I  will  have  to  break  from  this  slow  motion  and  prove  my  love  for  my  brother.  That  is  what  people 
are  thinking,  you  know.  They  want  to  make  sure  I  cry.  They  want  to  see  how  much  I  really  loved 
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my  brother. 

I  shift  my  weight  and  slide  my  hands  under  me. 

I  am  still  not  crying.  Not  one  tear.  Everyone  else  is.  I  can  hear  snot  and  hands  fumbling  with 
Kleenex.  I  can  hear  my  dad  crying.  Out  of  the  corner  of  my  eye  I  see  relatives,  ones  I  wouldn’t 
recognize  in  a  line  up,  crying.  I  can  hear  my  mom  crying.  Define  worst  sister  in  the  world.  I  know 
I  am  supposed  to  be  crying,  I  know  what  it  means  if  I  don’t,  but  I  can’t.  Don’t  look  down  now.  This 
is  not  the  right  time  to  look  down.  I  imagine  what  your  face  must  look  like,  watching  everyone  cry 
but  your  sister.  Don’t  look  down  now.  Now  is  not  the  right  time  to  look  down. 

I  shift  my  weight  and  pull  my  hands  from  under  me. 

Soon  there  will  be  an  intermission.  The  minister  will  stop  his  sermon  and  put  an  end  to  this 
agony.  Three  songs  will  be  played.  My  mother,  my  brother,  and  I  have  chosen  three  songs  that 
will  play.  Imagine  that.  Surfing  LimeWire  for  a  song  to  play  at  your  brother’s  funeral.  I’ll  cry  when 
my  song  comes  on. 

I  rock  left  to  right  and  start  to  pick  at  my  fingernails. 

Somewhere  in  the  back  of  my  mind  I  picture  D.J.  springing  out  of  the  casket,  oranged, 
ballooned  with  embalming  fluid  and  saying  to  me,  “Why  aren’t  you  crying?”  And  what  can  I  say  to 
that?  Wait  1 5  more  minutes  till  it’s  my  song.  When  my  song  comes  on  I  promise  I’ll  cry.  Define 
worst  sister  in  the  world. 

Drums  shake  the  room.  I  can  start  to  feel  my  heart  beat  faster. 

" Once  upon  a  time. . .  "  It’s  starting.  Ricky’s  song  is  first.  I  have  about  9  minutes  before  it’s  my 
turn  to  show  my  love.  The  music’s  loud,  my  head  is  spinning  and  I’m  starting  to  panic.  Relax  I  tell 
myself.  Mom’s  song  is  sad,  you  will  cry  then,  you  will  show  them  then.  The  chorus  is  repeating 
for  a  third  time, 

" Sister  with  someone  somewhere,  somewhere.  Brother.  Brother.  Brother.”  I’m  running  low  on 
time. 

“Who  can  say  for  Certain ?”  It’s  mom’s  turn.  I  have  five  minutes  to  cry.  What  kind  of  a  person  has 
to  force  herself  to  cry?  What  kind  of  sister  has  to  force  herself  to  cry?  I’m  going  to  let  everyone 
down,  I’m  going  to  let  him  down.  Mom  is  crying. 

“A  breath  away’s. . .  ”  It’s  my  turn.  My  face  is  still  dry  and  it’s  my  turn. 

“There 's  no  one  in  town  /  know.  ”  Hurry!  Do  something! 

“You  gave  us  someplace  to  go... ” 

Hurry!  Hurry!  God  damnit  think!  Think!  What  about  the  time  you  both  got  caught  red  handed 
playing  hooky  from  school? 

Still  dry. 

“May  angels  lead  you  in...” 

Faster!  Faster!  What  about  the  time  you  saved  me  when  I  was  drunk  and  stranded  at  that  party, 
think  of  that.  You  were  so  mad  you  looked  like  you  were  going  to  get  out  of  the  car  and  kick 
somebody’s  ass.  Anything?  Anything?  No,  not  yet;  still  dry  as  a  bone. 
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“Now  I'll  never  get  a  chance...  ” 

Fast,  fast,  think  of  the  night  before  he  died. 

“A  song  for  a  heart  so  big,  God  wouldn’t  let  it  live. . .  ” 

You  were  laying  on  your  stomach  on  the  roof  attempting  to  get  Christmas  lights  up.  You  were 
wearing  mom’s  pink  gloves  and  your  black  jacket.  You  were  vertical  with  the  sky  and  complaining 
gravity  was  pulling  on  your  neck.  Pink  gloves.  Mom’s  pink  gloves.  You  were  wearing  pink  gloves. 
Finally.  Finally.  My  face  floods.  My  vision  turns  to  blur.  Finally,  I’m  crying.  I’m  finally  crying.  The 
only  things  calm  now  are  my  hands.  My  hands  at  my  face.  Calm.  Crying  with  me.  Calm. 

I  don’t  remember  much  after  that.  I  still  do  not  know  what  your  death  certificate  officially 
says,  but  let  it  read,  “a  heart  so  big  God  wouldn’t  let  it  live.  ”  Let  it  read,  “retired  and  gone  home.” 
Just  because  you  didn’t  believe  in  God  doesn’t  mean  he  didn’t  believe  in  you.  Just  because  your 
body  overdosed  doesn’t  mean  you  are  gone.  I  don’t  remember  how  long  after  your  death  it  took 
me  to  feel  you  again,  but  I  do.  I  don’t  remember  how  long  after  the  funeral  it  took  me  to  be  able  to 
cry  again,  but  I  have.  It’s  never  when  I  see  your  picture  or  where  your  urn  sits.  It’s  never  when  I 
hear  your  favorite  song  or  smell  your  favorite  cologne.  It’s  only  at  pink  gloves.  It’s  always  at  pink 
gloves.  I  cry  now.  I  cry  for  you  now.  I  cry  without  faking  it.  I  really  cry  now.  Not  just  because  my 
tear  ducts  have  overflown  with  no  place  else  to  go  but  stream  down  my  face.  I  really  do.  I  know 
one  day  I  will  be  able  to  look  at  your  pictures  or  your  urn  and  mourn  you  then,  but  not  today;  today 
I’m  okay  with  just  crying  at  pink  gloves. 


Misty  Deer 

Hhotograpn 


Jenny  UarUy 
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Victims  of  the  Fall 

Mike  Glester 


Empty  limbs  knock  together  quietly. 

The  dull  whispers  of  lumber  undulate  like  waves  on  the  shore. 
Gray  mists  fall  un-harassed  on  the  last  fragment  of  beauty, 

meandering  to  the  grave. 

As  colors  are  left  bleeding, 
drowning  in  the  rain 

Lost  and  wet  branches  can  only  shutter, 
condemned  by  Autumn’s  fierce,  brief  love,  to  face  the  cold  alone. 
Providence  and  Perdition  exist  entwined  and  muddled. 
Solace  now  lies  dead  in  the  ghosts  that  litter  the  earth. 
Night  descends  on  down-swept  dreams, 
another  victim  of  the  fall 
Prays  its  soul  to  keep. 
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Quarantine 

Felissia  Cappeletti 

The  boy  is  sick.  They  lock  him  away  in  a  room  with  a  sign  on  the  door. 

‘Q  u  a  rant  ine\ 

He  watches  the  shadows  of  seasons  slink  on  the  warped  wood  floor. 

Ma  stands  in  a  wilted  apron  a  foot  from  the  side  of  the  bed. 

Holds  her  kerchief  up  to  her  mouth.  Closes  her  eyes.  Bows  her  head. 

Kid  sister’s  fingertips  lean  through  the  door  frame. 

Like  a  ghost’s,  are  soon  gone  again. 

Pa  has  a  hard  stone  face.  He  says,  “Next  crop  will  be  difficult.” 

Doc  has  rough,  fast  hands.  Sterile  eyes, 
which  he  drags  over  the  boy  as  he  sighs. 

And  the  boy  cringes  under  his  own  pale  face. 

Watches  his  hands  change  their  shape. 

The  ceiling  a  sky.  Steel  nail  clouds.  Storms  of  wooden  shafts. 

Watched  ‘til  the  eyes  are  gray  and  full  of  gnats.  That’s 

when  the  clouds  started  leaking  into  his  small  warm  head  like  too  much  cream  poured 
into  too  little  coffee. 

In  pastel  sheets  of  sick  slick  shifts  of  brick  chiffon,  suddenly  with  slow,  deliberate, 
chaos  fever  hunts  reason  in  a  forest  of  nerv(ou)s  trees  crying  to  be  tended  tenderly  and 
turning  dark  under  exhausting  synapses  and  blown  cranial  fuses. 

Black  (overtaking  the  wjhole. 

Dark  (what  does  it)  matter  in  the  -  the  collapsing  universe  behind  two  dulled  satellites, 
revolving  in  lazy  ellipses  around  convulsing  nostalgia. 

Sweat  like  condensation  on  pallid,  warm  cheese  stays  clinging  close  to  the  flesh  and 
being  sucked  to  reek  in  the  warm  cotton  sheet. 

The  crow  of  the  cock  unsettles  his  small  thoughts. 

-a  rock  thrown  into  a  puddle  of  seagulls- 

Quietly,  conscious  survives  the  night.  Waking  up  somewhere  it  does  not  belong.  In  the 
same  cold-colors  room  which  has  eaten  so  many  of  his  young  days.  Gotten  drunk  on 
the  crazy  red  wine  sky  over  post-meridian  dreams. 

Having  no  voice,  he  can  ask  no  one  to  stay.  The  boy  is  sick.  They  lock  him  away. 
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Wf' 


Creepy  uustin  hinizman 

LflacH  and  uumte  l-riocograpn 


Meditating  Buddhahood 

Irving  Gamboa  ((alumni) 


The  Buddha  would  never  crouch. 


Closing  his  eyelids  in  the  red  moment 
Beneath 

The  claws  of  a  tiger 


Electric  Nirvana  (perfect  like  the  stripes  of  the  Tiger) 
Magical,  sudden,,  majestic,  irreplaceable 
Like  the  river  of  essential  memory 

Death:  the  call  to  bliss, 

For  he  already  knew  the  journey. 
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Haikus  Biology  151 

Andy  Neill  (faculty) 


Flagella  -Theresa  Colagrossi 
Snake  beating  pattern 
Assembles  microtubules 
Appendage  of  life 

Centrioles  -Stephanie  Harmon 
Nine  sets  of  triplets 
Crazy  animal  shooting  star 
Arranged  in  a  ring 

Microfilaments  -Stephanie  Morzuch 
Changes  the  cell’s  shape 
Helps  movement  and  division 
Two  strands  of  actin 

Cilia  -Danielle  Gualandi 
Back  and  forth  I  go 
Bending,  sweeping,  and  sideways 
I  help  the  cell  move 

Lysosomes  -Mariam  Arshad 
In  animal  cells  are 
Membranous  sacs  that  digest 
Macromolecules 

Ribosomes  -Kate  Stromberg 
complex  ribosomes 
carry  out  protein  synthesis 
many  components 


Untitled  zaran  hlausler 

i-'asiEi 


Border  Control  -Mike  Spesia 
The  plasma  membrane 
At  the  boundary  of  each  cell 
Is  border  control 


Endoplasmic  Reticulum  -Alyssa  Selvaggio 
I  store  calcium 
I  am  either  rough  or  smooth 
Studded  on  the  outside 
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Fireflies 

Anna  Craig 

But  oh,  the  way  you  touch  me. 

It’s  almost  too  much. 

Your  eyes  take  me  somewhere  where  I  seem  to  know  my  surroundings. 

We  may  have  just  met,  but  it  seems  to  be  you. 

And  I  know  the  circumstances... 

And  I  know  it’s  not  some  ending  to  a  tragic  life. 

Cause  I  don’t  think  I  will  ever  find  that. 

Nor  accept  it  if  I  shall. 

And  I’ll  take  you  through  the  park  on  a  moonlit  night,  and  listen  as  you  say  you  don’t  want  to  be  with  me... 

Cause  no  one  ever  does. 

Those  that  do,  I  cannot  show  myself  to,  therefore  I  cannot  be  with  them. 

But  oh,  that’s  just  how  it  goes. 

And  I  drift  away  across  the  ocean  of  my  soul. 

The  soul  confused  from  many  lives. 

Surprise  and  disappointment  do  not  come  to  me  much. 

I  comprehend  when  things  do  not  go  my  way. 

If  I  ever  have  a  way. 

There  is  no  wrong  way  with  me. 

No  right  way. 

Just  a  winding  staircase,  leading  to  a  door. 

A  door  that  I,  of  course,  will  never  reach.' 

For  If  I  do,  I’ll  only  fall  down,  back  to  what  I  left  downstairs. 

To  take  the  trip  with  me  would  take  a... 

Would  take  a  fucking  something  a  word  could  not  explain  enough. 

Fireflies  flutter  about  and  I  sit  here  for  Houghtonrs  twirling  my  hair. 

And  the  cold  will  come  back  again,  and  everything  will  die. 

Memories  will  turn  to  icicles,  so  beautiful-frozen  in  time. 

So  deadly,  if  they  fall.  Fall  down. 

Upon  your  head. 

Broken  memories. 

Forget  me  not. 

It’s  hard  to  walk  forwards  when  you  do  not  want  to  be  followed. 

Footprints  in  the  snow. 

My  footprints. 

The  death  of  seasons. 

Such  beauty  in  death. 

Oh,  come  and  laugh  with  me  at  absolutely  nothing. 

At  your  sheer  crazy  perception. 

It’s  that  big  smile. 

But  it’s  not  always  wrong. 

Happiness  is  present  at  times. 

It’s  when  I  think  about  the  things  I  think  about  all  too  much. 

That  I  get  tied  up  and  freeze. 

Clap  my  hand. 

Tag  team. 

And  now,  I  am  the  other  me. 
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Night  Shadows 

Nicole  Zwartz 


They  bound  my  wrists 
They  bound  my  legs 
I  can’t  move 

I’m  confined  to  this  uncomfortable,  metal  rectangle 
I  scream  so  loud 
No  one  helps. 

They  don't  understand. 

They  never  knew  what  it  was  like. 

The  night  is  my  enemy. 

The  lady  in  white  smiles 
She  turns  off  the  liqht 
NO! 

She  closes  the  door 
Complete  darkness 
Someone  is  still  there 
I  hear  breathing 
Low,  deep  breaths 
In. .  .out. .  .in. .  .out 
I  close  my  eyes 
I  can’t  take  this! 

I  open  them 

A  shadow  lingers  by  the  wall 
I  scream 

But  no  one  helps 

I  scrape  my  nails  against  the  metal 
If  only  the  leather  binds  weren’t  so  tight! 

There’s  someone  still  there 
I  hear  heavier  breathing 
In, out, in, out 
I  close  my  eyes. 

If  I  can’t  see  them,  they  can’t  hurt  me! 

But  If  I  can’t  see  them,  I  can’t  protect  myself. 

I  open  them 
A  face! 

Dark,  undefined  face,  so  close  I  can  taste  its  breath 
I  scream! 

No  one  helps  me,  still 
My  head  throbs 
I  can’t  leave 
It  is  too  close 
I  scream 
No  one  helps... 

Delia  is  new  to  the  ward.  She  hears  the  screams  every  now  and  then,  but  does  not  know  how  to 
react.  She  turns  to  Kym,  her  supervisor. 
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“Why  does  she  keep  screaming?  Should  I  check  on  her?” 

“No.  She  does  this  every  night.  Usually  we  put  her  in  a  jacket;  she  got  out  of  it  the  night 
before.  So  we  had  to  tie  her  down.  It’s  for  her  safety.” 

“How  did  she  get  out?” 

“Don’t  know.” 

That  was  the  end  of  the  conversation.  There’s  another  scream.  Delia  cannot  stand  it.  She 
pretends  to  look  through  files  to  distract  her  mind.  Kym  then  excuses  herself  to  get  a  cup  of 
coffee;  black,  two  sugars,  is  what  she  always  gets.  You  need  it  when  you  have  a  night  shift  at  the 
ward. 

Delia  sits  with  her  fingers  to  her  temples.  Another  scream.  This  time,  though,  it  sounded 
more  strained,  as  if  she  were  in  pain.  Delia  knew  something  was  wrong;  she  ran  to  room  212, 
as  fast  as  her  heels  allowed  her.  Delia  unlocked  the  door  and  threw  it  open  with  panic,  and  swiftly 
turned  on  the  light. 

She  was  bound  by  her  wrists  and  her  ankles.  Blood  was  smeared  on  her  arms  and  legs- 
she  had  been  trying  to  free  herself.  Crimson  liquid  dripped  from  each  side  of  her  nose.  Tears 
streaked  her  cheeks. 

Her  eyes  were  staring  straight  up,  unblinking.  Delia  walked  towards  the  bed,  slowly. 

When  she  reached  her  side-  she  screamed. 


Full  Moon  Mains  Mich 

Hhotograpti 
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The  Stupid  One 

Nadia  Maragha 

She  sits  in  the  sand.  The  golden  grains  are  warm  against  her  skin  and  the  sun  shines 
relentlessly  down  on  her  head.  She’s  glad  that  she  wore  a  hoi.  She  chews  on  her  lower 
lip  distractedly.  He’s  in  the  ocean,  sp  ashing  water  every  which  way  with  his  raucous 
kicking  and  shouting  for  her  to  come  in,  loo. 

“No,  thank  you,”  she  replies  with  her  nose  in  the  air.  “The  water’s  cold,  you’re 
covered  in  sail  when  you  dry  off,  you  ruin  your  clothes...  I  just  got  my  hair  done,  and 
I  don’t  want  to  ruin  it.  I’ll  just  sil  here  with  my  feel  in  the  water,  if  that’s  all  right  with 
you.” 


He  stands  up,  but  it  doesn’t  moke  much  of  a  difference;  the  water  still  reaches  his 
waist,  and  he’s  tall. 

“That’s  stupid,  gelling  your  hair  done  right  before  you  go  to  the  beach,”  he  says 
petulantly,  crossing  his  arms  over  his  chest. 

“You’re  the  stupid  one,”  she  shoots  back.  “You’re  the  one  in  the  water.” 

He  disappears  under  the  waves.  She  sighs.  Thank  goodness  he’s  gone.  Without 
warning,  she  hears  a  loud  splash.  She  looks  up.  and  he’s  on  the  sand  a  way  down  the 
shore,  running  toward  her.  She  tries  to  move,  but  he’s  already  grabbed  her  around  the 
waist.  He  lifts  her  into  the  air,  kicking  and  wriggling.  He  laughs  al  her  struggles  and 
throws  her  as  forcefully  as  he  can  into  the  waves. 

For  a  moment,  she's  sinking  down  through  the  ocean.  She  regains  her  wits  and 
kicks  against  the  still-shallow  bottom,  shooting  back  up  through  the  water  and  breaking 
the  surface.  She  sees  her  hat  floating  along  a  few  inches  away  and  grabs  il.  He’s  up  on 
the  shore,  covering  his  mouth,  trying  not  to  laugh. 

Suddenly,  he  cups  his  hands  around  his  mouth  and  yells,  “Who’s  the  stupid  one, 
now,  sis?” 

She  hears  him  burst  into  hysterical  laughter.  Ignoring  him,  she  just  jams  the  hat 
down  on  her  sopping,  ruined  hair,  crosses  her  arms,  and  turns  away. 

She  was  wrong,  though.  The  water’s  really  not  that  cold  al  all. 
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The  Flame 


The  flame  is  so  pretty;  Blue,  Orange,  Yellow  and  White. 
The  colors  entice  me.  It  inspires  me  to  write. 


The  fire  draws  me  in  and  my  mind  begins  to  wander. 
The  flame  dances  just  for  me.  My  creativity  ponders. 
There’s  a  light  gentle  breeze  encouraging  this  dance. 
Just  me  and  the  flame  in  a  deep  romance. 


Now  in  a  trance,  immersed  in  meditative  state. 
Thoughts  flow  freely,  memories  perpetuate. 

Hypnotized  by  the  light,  I  pluck  a  thought  from  the  sky. 
I  entertain  the  unanswerable  question...  ‘Why?’ 


Philosophical  Dreams,  Spiritual  Journeys,  Searching  for  Nirvana. 
What  is  my  Destiny?  How  do  I  stay  on  the  good  side  of  Karma? 
What  is  the  meaning  of  Life?  Why  are  we  Here? 

The  answers  don’t  exist  and  yet  everything  is  so  clear. 


I  feel  myself  leaving  my  body,  floating  around  the  universe. 

Enlightening  visions;  eyes,  mind  and  soul  converse. 

I  see  the  string  behind  me,  but  I  desire  to  observe. 

Enthralled.  In  pursuit.  Captured  by  Verve. 

Organized  colors  flashing  across  my  eyes  into  my  soul. 

Showing  me  the  way,  the  sum  of  my  parts  now  becomes  whole. 

My  thoughts  explained  in  this  star  speckled  space. 

No  more  unanswered  questions;  held  by  Wisdom’s  warm  embrace. 

I  want  to  continue  on,  but  I’ve  completed  this  Spiritual  Journey. 

I  feel  the  string  behind  me  returning  me  to  the  Earthly. 

With  enlightened  eyes  I  see  from  within. 

I  open  my  eyes...  I’m  ready  to  begin. 

The  flame  is  so  pretty;  Blue,  Orange,  Yellow  and  White. 

The  colors  enticed  me.  It  inspired  me  to  write. 

Poem  &  Graphic  Background  by  Maria  Mick  on  September  8th  2008 
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Do  Not  Worry,  for  1  Am  Strong 

Sharon  Cronk-Raby 

Do  not  Shield  me, 

for  1  am  strong. 

Do  not  Toil  unnecessarily, 

for  1  am  strong. 

Do  not  Regret  what  1  cannot  do, 

for  1  am  strong. 

Do  not  Organize  worries  and  sadness, 

for  1  am  strong. 

Do  not  N  egotiate  fear, 

for  1  am  strong. 

Do  not  Gather  outcomes  which  cannot  be  expected, 

for  1  am  strong. 

You  may  Provide  support, 

for  you  are  strong. 

You  may  Receive  support, 

for  you  are  strong. 

You  may  Accept  and  account  for  limitations, 

for  you  are  strong. 

You  may  T ield  to  what  cannot  be  changed, 

for  you  are  strong. 

“Men  ought  to  know  that  from  the  brain  and  from  the  brain  only  arise  our  pleasures,  joys, 
laughter,  and  jests  as  well  as  our  sorrows,  pains,  griefs  and  tears.  ...  it  is  the  same  thing  which 
makes  us  mad  or  delirious,  inspires  us  with  dread  and  fear,  whether  by  night  or  by  day,  brings 
us  sleeplessness,  inopportune  mistakes,  aimless  anxieties,  absent-mindedness  and  acts  that  are 
contrary  to  habit.”  --Hippocrates 

“Prayer  indeed  is  good,  but  while  calling  on  the  gods  a  man  should  himself  lend  a  hand.” 

-Hippocrates 
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Conceived  from  Love 

Ralph  Huante 


Conceived  from  love. 

Your  birth  was  a  blessing. 

So  small  in  my  hands,  no  bigger  than  a  loaf  of  bread. 

So  fragile. 

I  held  you  gently 
When  you  were  sick 
Before  you  could  speak. 

You  cried  in  pain. 

For  every  tear  you  cried 
I  cried  two  tears  from  my  heart. 

One  day  I  awoke. 

Then  it  was  time  for  school. 

Your  first  day,  I  remember  it  so  well  as  if  it  were  yesterday. 
Our  first  fishing  trip,  watching  you  catch  those  small  fish. 
Every  one  was  a  10  lb.  bass  to  you. 

With  a  sparkle  in  my  eye  I  just  smiled. 

All  these  things  so  long  ago  I  remember  so  clearly. 
Son,  these  memories  are  worth  the  world  to  me. 

Son, 

Mom  and  I  love  you  more  than  rice. 

Isn’t  that  nice? 
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Painting 
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The  First  Peach 


Grace  in  Gray  Areas 

Megan  Malinowski 


From  the  time  I  was  born  and  thrust  naked  and  crying  upon  this  world,  I  have  become  no  more 
clothed  and  shed  no  less  meaningless  tears.  I  have  traveled  great  distances  and  all  the  while 
endured  the  raw  glare  of  sun  on  my  once  virgin  skin.  A  blessing. 

The  first  of  my  life  I  watched  a  peach  tree  grow  in  my  mother’s  yard.  Each  year  it  would  grow  and 
flower  and  drop  overripe  peaches  in  a  splatter  at  my  feet.  I  felt  no  sorrow  for  it.  Only  annoyance, 
at  the  sticky  sap  and  rotten  flesh  under  my  feet.  Flesh  of  uneaten,  untasted  peaches. 

One  day  the  peach  tree  came  to  flower  no  more.  My  feet  would  no  longer  tread  the  wasted  meat  of 
its  fruit.  On  that  day,  the  tree  became  useless  and  old.  Its  worth  to  me  was  not  as  it  was  as  a  child. 
I  was  too  large  to  climb  its  arms.  I  was  too  old  to  pretend  its  leaves  were  the  money  I  could  buy 
the  rest  of  my  life  with.  I  had  real  money  to  pluck  that  would  never  have  as  much  value  as  the  tree 
that  flowers  no  more.  I  left  my  mother’s  house  that  day  and  walked  with  heavy  feet,  knowing  there 
would  be  no  more  unused  fruit  for  me  to  press.  Only  the  skeleton  of  the  tree  remains  today. 

Heavy 

She  grows,  as  we  grow... we  lose  some  and  we  gain.  What  we  lose  most  is  our  innocence.  We 
think  our  burning  bodies  demand  it  of  us  but  they  do  not.  It  is  our  minds  that  are  on  fire  and  our 
bodies  procure  fuel  for  it.  She  lays  down  in  the  darkness  and  waits  for  more  pain.  The  crying  kind 
of  her  mind  that  is  stifled  in  the  dim,  beneath  bed  sheets  and  bodies  heavier  than  hers.  This  is  the 
beginning  of  the  next  step.  This  is  when  we  learn  to  walk. 

There  are  endless  roads  of  sweet  wildflowers,  lavender  and  gold,  that  will  caress  her  and  embrace 
her...  There  are  roads  through  dark,  wet,  stinking  swamps. .  .There  are  fields  of  tall  grasses, 
entwined  with  webs  that  she  will  always  be  prying  from  her  tanned  face.  She  can  stop  and  wash 
in  rivers  colder  than  ice  to  cleanse  herself  of  the  filth  she  has  acquired,  but  it  will  always  remain. 
Her  fingernails  live,  caked  with  mud  and  cuts  from  the  hurt  she  tries  to  hold  on  to.  This  dirt  is 
permanent.  It  isn’t  dirt;  it  is  the  blood  beneath  her  skin,  staining  her  palms  red. 

She  cries  dry  tears  at  what  she  has  lost  but  it  is  only  one  step  on  a  downhill  path  and  she  can’t 
stop  now.  The  hurt  intensifies  but  the  tears  that  were  once  hot  and  wet  have  grown  cold  and  then 
dry  altogether.  She  frowns  her  face  so  that  no  one  knows  she  no  longer  regrets.  No  one  calls  the 
wolf  or  the  deer  or  the  birds  selfish  for  doing  what  they  must  to  survive.  Why  then  should  I  be 
selfish,  she  thinks. 
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As  she  walks  further  down  the  path,  a  man  pushes  apart  golden  and  ashen  petals  and  asks  that 
he  may  hold  her.  She  doesn’t  want  his  arms  around  her  but  she  doesn’t  want  to  be  unheld. 

Pain  Hurts  Worse 

I  skinned  my  knees  today 
I  fell  harder  than  when  I  was  young 
I  looked  around  and  there  was  no  one. 

Who  will  pick  me  up? 

Who  will  kiss  me  and  make  me  better? 

I  wrap  my  arms  around  myself,  trying  to  protect  from  hurt 
You  spread  my  arms  to  give  me  pleasure 
My  skin  cries  for  you  and  I  let  you  wrap  your  body  around  me 
I  know  you  will  make  me  open  my  arms  again  to  let  you  go 
And  I  will  never  forgive  myself. 

There  is  no  relief  for  me  now. 

Heat 

There  was  a  sun  I  never  thought  would  rise  for  me.  Suddenly,  the  air  became  warm,  and  warmer 
still.  My  skin  grew  hot  and  wetter  and  still;  I  did  not  think  it  would  rise.  I  tried  so  hard  to  touch  it  to 
my  skin.  I  tired  harder  to  make  it  rise.  I  sat  back  in  my  defeat  only  to  have  it  explode  upon  me  in 
fervent  flames  that  I  let  consume  me  wholeheartedly.  I  held  nothing  back  and  felt  no  apprehension. 

I  let  the  flames  devour  me  and  I  have  not  been  the  same  since.  Although  I  know  the  burn  is 
inevitable,  I  cannot  let  this  sun  go  down  and  I  cannot  seek  shelter  from  it.  Endure  and  pray. 

You  say  that  you  are  sorry  for  the  dirt  on  me.  I  can  feel  it  pressing  into  my  skin.  As  I  throw  my 
head  back  and  arch  my  muscles  to  meet  you,  I  can  feel  it  rubbing  into  my  long,  fluid  hair.  We  lay  in 
the  grass,  in  the  open,  in  the  flames.  I  wrap  my  arms  around  your  neck  and  draw  your  forehead 
and  nose  to  touch  mine.  I  feel  like  we  are  the  only  two  people  in  a  strange  world.  The  lights  melt 
around  us  and  I  feel  nothing  but  you.  Will  God  forgive  us  because  we  are  in  love?  Do  I  need  God’s 
forgiveness? 

Dreams  Continue  On 

I  woke  up  this  morning  and  lay  in  bed  trying  to  catch  the  imperceptible  change  from  dark  to  light. 

I  cannot  stop  the  sun  from  coming  up.  I  can  try  to  stop  wanting.  Is  postponing  the  inevitable 
so  horrible?  Is  pretending  such  a  dereliction?  It  is  a  living  dream.  Who  is  to  say  that  dreams 
are  useless?  Let  me  have  my  dream.  Some  dreams  are  so  beautiful  it’s  hard  to  stay  awake.  If 
dreaming  is  my  sin,  let  me  be  sentenced  to  death  so  that  I  may  dream  endlessly. 
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Encouraging  the  days... 

Debbie  Clodfelter 

When  the  sun  is  shining  on  your  face; 

And  you  remember  that  I've  left  this  place. 

Do  not  grieve  that  I'm  not  here; 

For  you  know  that  I  loved  you  dear. 

v 

My  heart  and  Spirit  are  soaring  up  high; 

Do  not  fret  my  love,  if  you  must  cry. 

Although  HI  miss  you  and  can't  be  around; 

Just  remember  my  Spirit  is  not  in  the  ground. 

The  clouds  are  my  foot's  rest,  the  sky  above  my  head; 

My  pain  is  over  my  dearest  one,  no  more  tears  must  I  shed. 

Be  strong  for  me  with  your  faith  and  with  your  deepest  love; 

For  I  am  with  my  Savior  now  and  resting  high  above. 

My  wounded  heart  has  been  healed  by  Him; 

My  Spirit's  fire  burns  ever  bright;  never  to  grow  dim. 

When  the  warmth  of  the  sun  is  felt,  know  that  I  care; 

It  will  be  my  loving  arms  around  you  telling  you  I'm  there. 

Forever  in  your  heart...  I'll  find  my  restful  seat; 

To  daily  feel  your  deepest  love  with  every  heart  beat. 

I  know  your  hearts  are  so  sad  and  broke; 

Your  memories  will  ponder  on  words  that  I  spoke. 

When  you  remember  my  laughter  know  that  I'm  at  peace; 

My  love  for  you  will  forever  grow;  never  will  it  cease. 

My  greatest  hope  and  prayer  would  be. 

That  forever  I  can  watch  over  my  family. 

So  with  each  passing  day  and  with  everything  you  do. 

Remember  that  my  memory  does  go  on  in  the  hearts  of  all  of  you. 
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TAPESTRY 

John  Griffis  (faculty) 

Tapestry  of  life  and  death, 
Sunshine  made  of  God’s  last  breath; 
Rainbows  flow  from  starlight  past, 
All  time  fades  much  too  fast. 

Symphony  of  eternal  trust, 
Crumbling  into  finite  dust; 
Tragedies  in  broken  hearts, 
Nothing  ends  before  it  starts. 

Anthology  of  good  and  evil, 
Poetic  script  of  mass  upheaval; 
Erase  that  which  taints  the  pure  soul, 
Even  that,  won’t  make  you  whole. 

Create  your  life  in  pure  design, 
Plant  the  truth  within  your  mind; 
Release  your  soul  and  make  it  shine; 
Become  a  masterpiece  of  Mankind. 


Nitrous 

L omputer  hn 


NlOH  ZtlCE 
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Tears 

Amber  Walker 

Shadows  fall 
Upon  a  lace 
Of  unveiled  beauty 
Poise  and  grace 

And  from  her  eye 
A  tear  did  leak 
And  fall  gracelessly 
Down  her  cheek 


He  left  her  hopeless 
He  left  her  meek 
And  since  he  left  her 
She  felt  weak 


Her  nails  tear 
Into  her  skin 
Almost  like 
A  faithful  sin 

She  hated  him 
Since  he  left 
He  took  her  heart 
He  was  a  theft 

But  she  couldn  t  hate  him 
Even  though 
He  left  her  in 
Undoubtful  woe 

And  still  she  sits  here 
And  still  tears  leak 
And  fall  gracelessly 
Down  her  cheek 


Untitled  (The  Roses  of  Montparnasse) 

lJaul  zcoit-zcnroecJer  [staitj 
l-'hotograph 
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Pace  the  Window 

Nicole  Novielli 

She  paces.  A  glance  at  the  glowing  monitor,  and  off  she  goes  again.  This  way-turn!  - 
That  way,  now.  Energy  pulls  her  feet  and  knees  in  the  line  she  travels.  She  can  resist  no 
longer.  She  peeps  through  the  faux  wooden  blinds. 

As  expected,  everything  is  as  it  was  five  moments  ago.  She  resumes  her  pacing,  her 
mind  excited.  She  finally  tugs  her  body 
back  to  the  monitor  and  resumes  her  music. 

She  sinks  slowly  to  relaxation,  toying  with  thoughts  that  can  never  and  will  never  be. 

Air,  wispy,  silvery-THERE! 

Another  thought!  Another  dose  of  pure  joy  and  movement  spurs  her  up  again,  shooting 
up  her  body,  to  peep  in  excitement  between  the  slats  at  the  window.  Inexplicably,  she 
was  drawn  to  them,  during  times  of  restlessness  and  emotion.  Why?  Why  windows? 

She  could  not  seem  to  contain  herself.  A  movie,  or  a  book,  or  anything  that  only 
pretended  to  be  real  thrilled  her,  put  make-believe  into  her  frightened  mind.  Because 
in  her  mind,  she  could  make  it  however  she  wished.  It  wasn't  always  safe  there  in 
her  thoughts.  Her  tendency  to  wander  to  the  edge  of  the  cliff  and  stand  there,  waver, 
thinking  of  just  what  would  happen  if  she  leaned  forward... 

Why  a  window?  What  will  the  window  show  her  -  the  next  step?  Is  she  expecting 
someone  or  something  to  come  and  take  her?  Even  she  does  not  know,  but  every 
commercial  break,  she  must  move.  She  never  tried  not  moving-  she  felt  and  feared  she 
might  explode.  Every  time  the  episode  or  the  song  becomes  too  much  for  her,  she  slaps 
the  two  standing  bars  and  then  the  world  stops.  She  wonders  if  she  should  try  to  stop 
abusing  them.  A  dependence  on  them  will  tear  her  up  later;  Life  does  not  have  a  pause 
button. 

What  am  I  looking  for?  She'll  muse  to  herself  during  these  times.  One  day  the  room  she 
paces  in  may  become  too  small,  will  she  have  to  move  to  a  larger  room?  She  did  not 
want  it  to  be  so,  this  room  is  what  she  knows,  it  has  its  responsibilities  and  faults;  she 
knew  them  all  and  was  just  fine  for  it. 

There's  a  bigger  room  out  there,  and  who  knows  if  its  music  and  walls  are  the  same? 

But  like  the  snake  that  outgrows  its  old  skin  and  moves  into  another,  one  must.  A  lunatic 
is  only  a  lunatic  after  an  eternity  in  a  small  room  where  they  may  not  roam  and  pace 
freely. 

So...  Is  her  pacing,  her  readiness,  the  readiness  to  break  through  those 

walls  and  look  out  of  her  chrysalis  or  cocoon  and  dry  her  still  wet  wings?  Is  she  almost 

ready? 

She  paces  more. 
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Rose 

Irving  Gamboa  (alumni) 

Life  is  an  ever-unfolding  self-pollinating  rose; 
an  everlasting  beautiful  child  of  constant  change. 

With  its  tenderly  destructive,  yet  necessary  thorns, 
a  thin  fragile  motherly  body  slithers  through  weed  and  mud. 

Oh,  Rose,  what  is  this  purpose? 

Am  I  to  die  at  the  roots  of  your  splendour? 

Am  I  to  nurture  your  blood  spiraled  velvet  petals? 

With  a  last  and  passionate  breath, 

I  shall  poison  this  filthy  body  with  a  perfect  wound  from  your  eternal  beauty 

Hear  my  voice,  Oh  wretched  angels,  fluttering  above! 

Hear  my  last  pulse,  as  I  surrender  this  life  to  a  greater  love... 

In  this  forgotten  rose  I’ve  found  divinity.,  at  last! 
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Bose  Bed  by  Lightning  Siren 

Lompucer  hri 


LahEsma  ztigall 


I  am 

iridgefte  iliteheff 

¥onr  shirt  is  ienntifnl 
Vo  or  skirt  is  ienntifnl 
Vonr  DimBr  is  done  just  right! 

Where  is  yonr  sir? 

I  need  to  know  how  rnneh  nnlne  yon  ore. 

ions  ninny  enrnts  yEitter  from  yon? 

E  need  to  know  to  gnnge  yonr  imporfnnee. 


EUlio  ore  yon?  UlEiere  do  yon  come  from? 
I  need  to  know  slionEd  I  elenne  to  yon. 


io  I  step  on  yon? 
doer  yon? 


I  pnss  most  hy 
not  worthy  of  my  time. 

They  know  if  too,  they  look  down  when  I  some  throngh. 


Others  dnre  look  me  straight  in  the  eye. 
I  know  whieh  ones  to  sort  onf. 


I  nm  shollow,  hone  yon  fignred  if  onf. 
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Sacred  September  Sanctuary 

Kara  Ponca 


Reminiscent  it  is  now,  of  liow  I  had  seeo  before. 

For  each  time  I  dwelled  upoo  it  again, 

I  would  see  it  clearly  once  more. 

Triumphant  are  the  glorious  hymos  of  bird; 
hummiog  the  resonance  that  nature  is. 

Mao  cannot  comprehend 
but  to  dwell  and  take  in. 

Ancient  tongue  gone  astray  in  the  mesh  of  time, 
to  be  foood  once  more  dwelling  on  this  beguiling  shore. 

leaves  of  autumnal  vibrancy, 
not  one  falling  dead  onto  its  brother. 

In  an  instance  of  twilight, 

Sun's  rays  mirrored  brilliantly. 

Perceivable  from  shore  to  shore, 
none  to  high  casting  out  upon  thee; 
basking  in  the  radiance  it  bestows. 

As  if  the  Trees  subsist  to  envelop  it, 
binding  it  in  this  moment. 

Casting  a  reflection, 
picturesque  of  the  epic  glory  that  is  fall. 

Earth  encountering  water  in  one  seamless  balance: 
solid,  yet  none  too  encrusted 
in  the  splendor' of  ivory  shores. 

The  serenity  of  the  silhouetted  shore 
cast  about  in  this  place, 
entrancing  as  it  is,  being  seen  once  more. 

Translucent  waters,  ebbing  slowly  forth; 


regressing  only  to  revisit  once  again, 

Forevermore  it  shall  waltz  with  this  autumnal  shore. 

Winds  whispering; 

in  passing  through  the  vibrant,  leaved  tresses  of  the  trees. 

Whirling  legends  of  old, 

enticing  to  beget 

upoo  this  place, 

traoguility  thou  finds 

incapable  to  forget, 

No  cravenly,  vexing  creature  to  impose  upoo  the  silence 
that  is  this  earthly  shore. 

And  the  silence  that  exists  now, 

Is  to  exist  once  more. 

Nature's  ally;  the  stillness  that  is  odw. 

And  above  these  shores 
on  ebony  plumes,  thou  shall  take  wing. 

Envisioning  these  shores  as  you  dwell  on  them  once  more. 

Soothing  scenes  of  serenity; 

Perpetually  captured  in  this  moment  of  time, 
as  you  dwell  on  this  realm  encasing  your  mind's  eye. 
for  all  the  marveling  in  the  world, 
you  will  never  forget. 

As  your  gaze  descends  upoo  this  land, 
eternally  bound  in  the  spaces  of  time. 

You  find  peace, 

in  these  irreplaceable  shores  of  mind. 
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**Guilty** 

CAMOSIA  GREEN 


-It  feels  like  I’m  wrapped  up  as  the  brightness  in  light  -To  murder  darkness, 
And  I  -Commit  a  crime  of  kidnapping  your  heart  -And  If  I  witness  the 
negativity  in  your  life  -Sometimes... 

-I  wonder  if  I  could  be  the  judge  and  make  it  right  -So  the  jury  finds  me.... 
-GUILTY 

-Of  committing  the  crime,  of  having  you  on  my  mind  -All  the  time 
-Fantasizing  and  dreaming  -I  will  be  innocent  of  cheating  and  lying,  if  I 
am  lying  I  am  dying  -You  are  -Guilty,  of  looking  into  my  eyes****  -This 
man  is  mesmerized,  your  are  sentenced  to  a  world  of  beauty,  tenderness, 
pleasure,  and  everlasting  love  -A  true  angel  from  above  -Your  cellmate  is 
my  soul,  and  now  you  have  me  as  a  whole  -And  if  there  is  any  innocence, 
the  only  thing  is...  me  not  being  true  -Wanting  to  be  with  you  -I  am  pleading 
GUILTY  -For  wanting  you  and  only  you!! 


Garbage  Fht  Rmidst  the  UJilloius  Megan  Inserra 
lJhotograph 
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Untitled 

Lucas  ziluentes 
Loliage 


Untitled 

AP  Smith  (alumni) 

You'd  gone  to  reinvent  yourself,  it  said 
But  the  road  is  the  spine  of  an  old  man, 
pocked,  rugged,  and  sputtering 

My  arms  are  stretched  -  a  cathartic  swirl  on  the  periphery  of  my  mind 

a  cellophane  Jesus-type  skidding  across  the  table 

I  can  be  your  suit  and  smile, 

the  vines  entwined  and  gently  climbing  up  your  thigh 

Reinvent  yourself  with  me  instead 

Reinvent  yourself  with  me 

Of  all  the  words  contained,  a  name  is  a  name 
self-defined,  but  not  self-serving 

Drive  if  you  must 

through  fields  of  pale,  timid  mushrooms 

bursting  through  the  heavy  soil  towards  a  light 

towards  any  form  of  heat 

As  for  me,  I  will  be  reinvented,  reborn 

not  with  a  flash  and  a  bang  and  a  rush  of  heat 

but  with  a  whisper  in  my  ear 
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Shells 

l-’hotograph 


Dustin  hintzman 
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A  Crappy  Attitude 

Nick  Gans 

32  and  36  -  two  unholy  piece  of  shit  numbers  that  haunt  my  past,  shaking  my  world  to  its 
very  foundation  and  yet  they  reside  there  like  the  son  of  a  bitch  surgeon  that  forgot  to  take  the 
sponge  out.  That’s  a  significant  problem  with  this  society  today;  no  one  can  clean  up  after  him  or 
herself.  I’m  not  talking  about  innocently  playing  and  happening  to  not  pick  up  Legos  as  a  child 
either.  I  mean  more  critical  things  that  affect  another  person’s  well-being  or  that  guy  at  work 
that  leaves  you  the  mess  to  sort  out.  Someone  always  has  to  do  the  cleaning.  Mothers,  janitors, 
lunch  ladies,  bus  drivers  and  even  the  next  president  of  the  United  States  have  this  ahead  of 
them.  Although  forgivable  at  times  there  are  instances  that  over  step  even  Satan’s  boundaries. 
That’s  when  your  left  questioning,  is  there  any  sanity  here?  Well,  ladies  and  gentlemen  this  is  my 
story  of  mystery,  suspense  and  intrigue  that  has  me  playing  clean-up. 

It  was  a  dreary  day  and  the  lights  in  the  florescent  palace  blinded  me  as  I  entered.  This 
was  my  job,  my  place  of  business,  Cub  Foods.  I’m  a  jack  of  all  trades  in  this  noir:  I  cashier,  push 
carts  and,  of  course,  handle  the  simple,  redundant,  mundane  task  of  stuffing  shit  in  bags. 

Making  my  way  to  the  time-clock,  I  go  over  my  duties  for  the  evening.  Just  like  every  day  before 
this  my  first  order  of  business  is  to  do  a  floor  sweep.  Now  this  is  retail  lingo  for  checking  to 
make  sure  the  store  is  clean  to  prevent  spills  and  people  falling  in  those  spills.  So  I  begin  my 
trek  through  the  aisles  smelling  of  stale  bread.  I  move  past  the  gimmicky  “Produce  Kingdom” 
and  “Meat  Museum”  down  to  the  “Dairy  Hall”.  This  is  where  I  discover  a  discrepancy. 

My  eyes  catch  a  spot  on  the  floor  in  front  of  the  milk.  I  work  my  way  closer  to  this  enigmatic 
stain.  Yes,  it  is  directly  in  front  of  the  milk  and  there  on  the  floor  was  a  splatter  of  a  brown 
liquid.  The  substance  is  brown,  watery  and  lacking  any  shape.  The  bulb  in  my  brain  flicks  on.  A 
shopper  must  have  dropped  his  gallon  of  chocolate  milk  inducing  an  abrasion  on  the  container 
resulting  in  a  leak.  Sam  Spade  and  J.J.  Gittes  would  have  been  proud.  Yes  sir  the  detective  in  me 
solved  another  victimless  crime;  that’s  what  I’m  good  at.  Suck  on  it  Angela  Lansbury!  Looking 
ahead  of  me  I  see  more  spots  on  the  floor  similar  to  this  one  trailing  around  the  corner.  Ahhh, 
the  plot  thickens;  maybe  a  lame-brained  coworker  of  mine  had  already  happened  upon  this 
chocolate  implosion  and  unwittingly  forgot  to  put  up  a  cautionary  sign.  Or  it  might  have  been 
that  this  customer  who  dropped  his  gallon  didn’t  notice  it  was  leaking.  I’m  torn  between  these 
two  threads  of  ideology.  Still  32  and  36  linger  ahead. 

Perplexed,  I  move  onward.  As  I  approach  the  corner,  now  having  passed  a  few  of  these 
puddles,  a  subtle  smell  of  something  rotten  accompanies  the  stale  odor  from  before.  I  make  my 
way  around  this  bend  and  yet  my  eyes  follow  this  trail  down  to  the  front  of  the  store.  Also,  a  yard 
or  so  ahead  in  my  vision  is  a  garbage  can.  Again  my  instincts  lead  me  to  believe  this  foul  stench 
is  emitting  from  the  trash  receptacle.  Putting  one  foot  in  front  of  the  other  I  find  my  way  to  this 
vehicle  of  unpopularized  items.  I  lift  the  lid  in  search  of  a  gritty  outcome  and  as  once  speculated 
I  find  it  to  be  truth.  “JE-ZUUUS  Christ!”  I  punch  out  of  my  chest  to  control  my  gagging.  Lying  atop 
mounds  of  plastic  wrap  was  carton  of  sour  milk,  no  doubtably  from  days  ago.  The  dirty  foot 
smell  almost  made  me  wretch.  “Okay  I’ll  handle  this  a  bit  later,”  I  say  to  myself  as  I  replace  the 
cap  to  contain  this  atrocity.  I’m  a  modern  day  Dick  Tracy  - 1  fix  my  hat  and  straighten  my  tie  - 
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that’s  God  damn  right.  But  it  still  doesn’t  add  up.  This  carton  cannot  be  the  same  scandalous 
perpetrator  as  the  chocolate  trailer  because  of  its  color  and  because  it  would  have  ended  here. 
The  riddle  remains  yet  a  mystery.  The  bright  light  from  above  showers  over  my  face  hiding  its 
shadow  like  a  predator  conceals  its  true  identity  until  just  before  the  kill.  I  was  about  to  make  my 
move  and  close  the  distance  between  myself  and  this  default  opponent  at  the  local  supermarket. 

Picking  up  the  pace,  I  move  down  the  walkway  towards  the  front  starboard  side  of  this 
store,  a  boulder  on  my  back  as  I  sink  and  drown  in  a  shipwreck  of  total  defeat  because  a 
trouble-free  fool  has  the  observance  of  a  bat-shit  crazy  mental  patient  or  is  just  fucking  enjoying 
this.  The  puddles  that  were  once  far  apart  are  now  closing  together  and  seem  to  be  growing 
in  size.  I  keep  moving  in  hope  of  ending  this.  My  mind  is  now  burdened  with  stress  as  I  grit  my 
teeth.  What  kind  of  a  guy  would  do  this?  Some  sick  freak  joyriding  in  a  buggy  with  his  tongue  in 
the  wind  madly  laughing?  Which  one  of  my  dubious  coworkers  could  have  hatched  a  plan  like 
this  to  get  me  pissed  off  and  jump  out  to  really  rub  it  in.  “Get  moppin!”  they’d  say  with  a  snarky 
tone.  Yeah  they  would  get  a  kick  outta  this.  I’ll  be  no  one’s  joke  pincushion  this  day!  And  that 
smell  is  fucking  getting  to  me. 

This  side  of  the  store  is  pushed  off  in  a  section  away  from  all  the  busy,  tedious  work  done 
on  the  front  end.  The  drab  opening  of  a  split  doorway  is  the  sight  in  front  of  me.  The  men’s 
washroom  door  is  all  that  separates  me  and  this  little  shit  who  is  gunna  get  what’s  comin.  I 
step  readily  to  the  door  and  Phillip  Marlowe  whispers  in  my  ear,  “How’d  you  happen  to  pick 
out  this  place?”  He’s  right;  I  take  a  step  back.  What  could  all  this  be  building  to,  a  showdown? 

No  way  the  guy  who  did  this  is  waiting  for  me  behind  this  door;  it’s  nonsense  -  caging  himself 
in  like  that,  wanting  to  be  caught.  It’s  driving  me  mad,  the  notion  a  guy  would  be  that  fucking 
dense.  Suddenly  my  eyes  widen,  and  I  look  down  at  the  muddied  floor.  I  slowly  nudge  open  the 
door  and  peer  at  what  once  was  a  mere  pool  -  now  a  small  hulking  mass.  I  cover  my  face  and 
tip-toe  through  the  messy  restroom  of  destiny.  The  trail  across  the  grey  floor  leads  to  the  first 
stall.  Again  I  ready  myself  adjacent  to  the  door.  My  fingertips  seem  to  touch  nothing  as  the  stall 
opens,  and  there  it  is. 

Now  maybe  I’m  being  too  hard  on  these  people.  Where  do  I  get  off  questioning  other 
peoples’  morality.  That’s  exactly  it;  I  don’t.  Someone  always  has  to  clean-up.  It  makes  sense.  I 
shouldn’t  have  to  be  toiling  over  this  though.  It’s  not  my  mess.  Why  am  I  getting  all  worked  up 
over  nothing?  It’s  my  job  to  clean  up  the  store,  anyway.  I’m  sure  there  is  a  good  explanation 
behind  all  of  this.  I  can  think  of  plenty  of  instances  when  not  cleaning  up  after  yourself  is 
acceptable.  For  example:  time  being  an  issue,  hadn’t  noticed  (the  ignorance  plea  is  pretty 
popular),  but  I’m  guessing  it  was  to  save  embarrassment.  When  I  saw  the  eerily  placed,  half¬ 
white,  half-brown,  soiled  to  the  core  underpants  covered  in  used,  rough,  toilet  papers  with  the 
label  staring  up  at  me  that  read  ”32-36”,  I  knew  it  was  the  latter.  So  I  could  understand  the 
need  to  be  in  a  hurry.  On  the  other  hand,  I  still  had  to  clean  up  shit. 


39 


Glen 

Ericka  Wellner 

Gray  has  taken  over  what  used  to  be  clear  and  spiders  have  conquered  each  corner.  Glen, 
too  lazy  to  even  clean  his  windows.  He  disgusts  me  sleeping  there,  mangled  mouth  inhaling 
oxygen,  pushing  the  greasy  curls  of  his  chest  slowly  up  then  slowly  down.  What  was  once 
spotless  white  is  now  stained  yellow  and  barely  covers  his  bloated  beer  gut.  Glen,  too  lazy  to 
even  change  his  fucking  shirt.  I  hate  him.  I  hate  the  white  spit  that  dribbles  from  his  unshaven 
second  chin.  I  hate  his  double  chin.  I  hate  that  he  can’t  even  keep  his  fucking  mouth  closed 
when  he  sleeps.  Look  what  you  have  become,  lying  there:  hopeless,  unknowing,  dirty,  pathetic, 
waste.  Pathetic  Glen,  too  drunk  to  even  wake  up.  Flies  linger  over  him  and  land  just  long 
enough  to  secrete  saliva,  then  suck  it  back  up.  Green,  infected  toenails  tip  out  of  what’s  left  of 
a  1 0-year-old  urine-soaked  blanket.  Glen,  too  fucking  lazy  to  clip  his  own  toenails.  Remnants 
of  last  night’s  hooker  still  stink  the  air.  I  pity  the  woman  paid  to  fuck  Glen.  It  will  be  Glen’s  last 
fuck.  Poor  Glen  doesn’t  even  know  that  hooker  was  his  last  fuck.  Glen  will  wake,  heave  his 
overweight,  overstuffed  body  out  of  bed,  paste  one  foot  after  the  other  and  eventually  make  it  to 
his  dimly  lit,  olive  colored,  urine  filled,  stink  hole.  Glen  doesn’t  know  it  yet  but  that  will  be  his  last 
piss.  This  morning  will  be  Glen’s  last  piss.  Then  Glen  will  stroll  into  his  roach  infested  kitchen, 
pull  open  his  leaky  freezer,  and  palm  one  of  several  alphabetized  TV  dinners,  slug  it  into  a 
microwave  and  turn  the  dial  to  two  minutes.  Then  Glen  sits.  He  sits  and  sweats  till  his  breakfast 
is  heated  up  and  he  can  dig  into  what  will  be  his  last  meal.  Glen  doesn’t  know  it,  but  Stouffer’s 
Lasagna  will  be  his  last  meal.  And  that  is  when  I’ll  do  it.  That  is  when  Glen  dies.  I  will  wait  till 
he  has  happily  scraped  clean  his  black  plastic  tray  and  then  struggle  the  life  out  of  him.  That  is 
when  Glen  will  get  his  payback.  Payback  for  ruining  my  life,  for  ruining  our  lives.  For  taking  you 
from  me.  That  is  when  Glen  will  die.  That  is  when  Glen  will  finally  get  his  payback. 

This  is  for  you,  my  love.  This  is  all  for  you. 

One  forked  shoved  in  after  the  next,  Glen  sits  and  fills  the  void  of  his  stomach.  Tomato 
sauce  slides  down  his  face  and  lands  on  his  semen-crusted  underwear.  Glen  doesn’t  care.  Glen 
disgusts  me.  He  sops  the  mess  with  his  sausage  thumb  and  brings  the  sauce  back  between  his 
chapped  lips,  right  where  it  belongs.  He  sits  in  victory  -  all  that  is  left  is  burnt  sauce  lining  the 
rim  of  the  tray  -  and  leans  back  in  pride.  Glen  has  had  his  last  meal.  Now  it  is  time  for  Glen  to 
die. 


My  love,  I  do  this  only  for  you,  all  for  you. 

I  am  waiting  behind  him.  I  can  still  smell  what  lingers  of  his  good  time  last  night.  I  can  see 
the  shine  from  where  his  hair  is  starting  to  thin.  Black  back  hair  winds  itself  to  his  shoulders 
tangling  with  sweat  and  acne.  Two  steps  until  Glen’s  death.  Two  steps  until  my  freedom;  until 
our  freedom.  Closer,  I  can  see  the  pores  cover  his  body  trying  to  excrete  a  life’s  worth  of  toxins 
and  hate.  One  step  closer  until  Glen’s  death.  One  step  until  my  freedom.  One  step  closer  to  my 
vengeance. 

This  is  for  you  my  love.  This  is  all  for  you. 

I  grip  my  hands  around  his  neck  and  squeeze  until  I  lose  sensation  in  my  fingers.  Glen 
jolts  out  of  his  seat  and  twirls  his  body  360  degrees  trying  to  get  a  scope  of  whose  hands  are 
crowding  his  trachea  and  muting  his  vocal  cords.  He  spins,  whaling  his  arms  any  way  they  will 
reach  and  kicking  in  violent  terror.  He  pulls  his  hands  to  his  neck,  reaching  to  unclench 
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mine.  I  jerk  with  him  and  squeeze  my  fingers  as  hard  as  my  arms  with  let  me.  My 
fingers  white,  his  face  red.  Our  feet  dance  on  the  linoleum  floor,  swinging  our  bodies 
into  the  table,  the  fridge,  the  counter.  I  won’t  let  go.  I  have  found  my  kill  and  he  is 
mine  until  his  very  last  twitch.  He  is  reaching,  reaching  everywhere,  for  a  knife,  for 
his  sauce  covered  fork,  but  I  have  him  and  he  is  not  going  anywhere.  He  slams  us  to 
the  floor,  knocking  over  a  broken  toaster  and  flipping  dishes,  and  we  start  to  roll.  My 
grip  never  lets  up,  Glen  is  mine.  Frantic,  his  feet  squeak  against  the  floor,  his  stumpy 
hands  clawing  at  mine.  Tighter.  Harder  I  squeeze.  Tighter.  Just  minutes  now  and 
Glen  will  be  no  more.  Minutes  and  I  will  have  my  vengeance. 

I  squeeze  and  squeeze.  My  love,  this  is  for  you. 

Wait,  I  can’t  breathe!  I  can't  breathe! 

What  is  happening  to  me? 

/  can't  breathe! 

My  body  spasms  for  air.  My  lungs,  my  heart,  my  veins  screaming  for  air.  The 
table  and  chairs  are  all  starting  to  spin  around  me.  The  fridge,  the  papers,  the 
spilled  fork,  the  toaster  all  are  starting  to  spin.  The  fridge.. .wait  the  fridge.  There 
you  are  dangling  on  his  fridge.  You  cradling  me  in  your  arms  -  on  His  fridge. 

My  throat!  /  can 't  breathe!  My  throat! 

/  can’t  breathe!  /  can't  breathe! 

The  room  becomes  one  big  yellow  blur.  My  eyelids  heavy  and  my  head  light.  I 
can’t  see.  I  can’t  think.  I  can’t  feel.  I  can’t  breathe.  With  one  last  hope  I  turn  to  see 
you,  Mom,  holding  what  I  used  to  be.  Holding  just  an  innocent  boy  with  black  hair  and 
brown  eyes. 

No  longer  your  innocent  little  boy. 

I  did  this  all  for  you,  Mother. 

/  can’t  breathe!  My  throat!  /  can’t  breathe! 

/  inhale  my  last  breath.  My  last  spasm.  My  last  blink. 

My  lungs  try  and  gasp  one  last  time.  With  no  air  left  my  head  falls  to  the  side 
and  I  see  my  reflection  in  the  toaster  lying  next  to  me.  Pathetic  unshaved  pimpled 
beard.  Disgusting  stained  t-shirt.  Drool  rolling  off  my  double  chin  to  the  floor. 

My  last  gasp.  My  last  blink.  My  last  spasm. 

My  sweet,  sweet,  mother  this  was  all  for  you. 

Poor  Glen.  Poor  fucking  Glen. 
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Canvases  of  Watercolor 


The  saturated  blue 
into  my 


it  caresses  the  wind, 
and  they  laugh  together, 
And  sing  a  lullaby  to 
The  surrounding 


The  stardust  drifts  through 


of  a  passion, 

That  was  lost  to  the 
scatters  of  time. 


The  trees  sway  in  rhythm 
to  the  beats  of  the  sunset. 
Their  autumn  leaves 


from  far  away, 

Maybe  lost  in  the  power  of 
The  untouched  universe... 


The  warm  scents  fill  my 
Being, 

With  a  spring  breeze 
Of  coconuts  and  warm  leaves 


My  playground, 

with  my  thoughts  soaring 

the  infinity 


I  make  my  world  slowly, 
And  put  my  heart  in  the 
Trees  and  breeze, 
and  rivers  and 


Or  magic. 


1  decide. 
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Vvlordeater  #ul  Awards 


Poetry 

The  Tohn  Stobart  Award  for  Poetry  was  established  in  honor  of  the  founder  and  guiding  light 
of  Vvlordeater.  He  retired  from  XTC's  Cnglish/Morld  Languages  Department  in  IW  having 
sponsored  10(*  issues. 


Tailor  £>ovien 
Felissia  £appe\\etti 
Kara  Ponce 
3afce  Vidovich 


Canvases  of  Vvlatercolor 
Quarantine 

Sacred  September  Sanctuary 
A  6iood  Man 


Prose 

Nicole  Novielli  Pace  the  VJinclovi 

CricKa  VJeUner  PinK  Cloves 


Photography 


Megan  Inserra 
LaK&shia  Stigall 


Hawaii  Flower 
The  Sharper  Image 


Art 

Johnson  Hu  Saline 

Nicfc  Stice  Nitrous 


furors 

Aharon  £ronfc-Paby,  Mjunct  Instructor 
6ng\ish/\Nor\d  Languages  Department 

Mifce  Haincinger,  Assistant  Professor 
6ng\ish/Wor\d  Languages  Department 


BRCH  COVER: 

Umm  hoad 
Dustin  nmtzman 
l-’hotograpn 
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See  &  hear  ttie  multimedia  rail  ‘©8  E-Zlne 
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Submission  Guidelines 


^  Wordeater  is  always  accepting  submissions  for  its  next  print  or  e-zine  issue. 
See  www.wordeater.org  for  issue  deadlines. 

^0  All  written  work  must  be  word-processed  in  Word  or  Rich  Text  Format  (.rtf). 

^  All  multimedia  must  be  submitted  in  appropriate  formats  either  through 
wordeater@jjc.edu  or  CD/DVD. 

^  All  work  must  be  original  and  unpublished.  Artists  retain  all  rights  to  their  own 
work  and  may  publish  it  in  other  media.  Wordeater  can  scan  8Vz  x  1 1”  work 
or  arrange  for  digital  photography. 

Please  include  a  separate  cover  letter  with  your  name,  address,  email, 
phone  number,  and  titles  of  the  work  you  submit.  Please  identify  yourself 
as  a  current  student,  alumni,  or  a  present  or  former  faculty  or  staff  member. 
Works  will  be  judged  anonymously. 

^  Submissions  may  include  a  brief  ‘About  the  Artist”  biography  (50  words  or 
less),  a  digital  photo,  and  a  link  to  a  web  page  for  promotional  purposes  if 
included  in  the  e-zine. 

Except  for  original  artwork,  submissions  will  not  be  returned. 

^0  Editorial  changes  may  be  made  for  readability  and  presentation. 

^  All  work  must  be  submitted  through  wordeater@jjc.edu  or  sent  to  Adam 
Heidenreich,  Assistant  Professor  of  English,  Wordeater  Advisor  (C-1059),  in 
appropriate  digital  format  (CD  or  DVD)  or  with  instructions  for  scanning  or 
digital  photography. 
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